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in the afternoon, to find her having breakfast,
while the dirty plates of last night's supper had
not yet been cleared away and a thick film of dust
lay over everything. Phil was incapable of under-
standing his distaste. "You're so correct/' she
would sneer at him. According to her ideas, one
ate when one was hungry, slept when one was
drowsy, dressed when one felt inclined, sat up all
night if so disposed, threw letters into the fire if
not in the mood to answer them, turned people
out of the house if one had had enough of them,
"Get out now," he had heard her say to her
friends; "I'm sick of you/' When he remon-
strated, she pointed out with perfect truth that her
friends did not mind. They were "her sort/' and
they were used to her. They knew that she meant
no offence,  and so  took none*  Her  complete
frankness as to her relations with himself also
embarrassed him; he had been accustomed to
people who, whatever their private lives, observed
the decencies in public; no one seeing him and
Sylvia together could have suspected anything but
friendship between them, but Phil treated him
quite openly as her lover when her friends had
invaded the studio; she kissed him impetuously,
lavished endearments on him, and came to nestle
beside him on the divan, or to sit on his k$ee.
Sebastian felt that, since she was not a prostitute,
she should not behave like one. He could not
be angry with her, for he knew that under this
distressingly frank surface she owned the most
honest soul he had ever known, save Leonard